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playing a game, and taking herself in with it.... she was
running the dead-child business for all it was worth. Still there's
no getting away from it, she was crying/ He was shaken in the
idea he had formed of her. In his youth and inexperience he had
painted for himself a picture of "bad women'5 that was entirely
theological in character and modelled on what his masters had
told him, convinced though he was that he had successfully
resisted their influence. Maria Cross hemmed him in like an
army ordered for battle. On her ankles tinkled the bangles of
Delilah and of Judith. There was no treachery, no trickery that
he would have put beyond one whose glance the saints had
dreaded like the glance of death.

Maria Cross said to him: "Come and see me whenever you
like: I am always here." With tears in her eyes and peace in her
heart, she went with him to the door, without even fixing
another day for their next meeting. When he had gone, she sat
down by Frangois's bed, carrying her sorrow like a sleeping
child in her arms. The tranquillity she felt may have been the
result of disappointment. She did not know that she would not
always be safe. The dead cannot help the living. In vain do we
invoke them from the edge of the abyss. Their silence, their
absence, seems to take sides against us.

IX

IT would -have been far better for Maria Cross if this, Ray-
mond's first visit, had not left her with an impression of
security and innocence.   She was amazed that everything
had gone so smoothly. *I worked myself up unnecessarily/ she
thought. She believed her predominant feeling to be one of
relief, but already she felt unhappy in the knowledge that she
had let Raymond go without arranging for another meeting.